They started off again, passing unseen between
two of the enemy's pickets, and after accosting some
more villagers, arrived at the corner of another
orove at about four o'clock in the morning. Kava-
nagh, who was now dead beat, lay down to sleep for
an hour. Kanauji Lai begged him not to take the
risk. Kavanagh., who thought him over-anxious,
asked him to enter the grove and see if he could find
anyone to tell them where they were. The guide
had noi gone far when they were both startled by an
Indian voice delivering the challenge: 'Hoo cum
dar?? Kavanagh could hear Kanauji Lai adroitly
framing his reply so as to discover whether these
were friends or enemies before committing himself 5
but as soon as the guard turned out they knew that
they had reached the British lines. Kanauji Lai was
under suspicion until Kavanagh came up and
greeted the Sikh officer in charge of the picket, who
told off two of his troopers to escort them to the
advanced guard. On the way they met an officer of
the 9th Lancers, who took Kavanagh to his tent and
gave him dry stockings and trousers and a glass of
brandy. He felt better for the drink, but was still so
dazed by the rapid alternation of hope and fear that
he found it hard to grasp that he was safe.
The sun was rising in a dear sky as Kavanagh
approached the tent of the Commander-in-Chief. At
the doorway he met a spare, muscular, elderly man
with tousled hair, a seamed forehead, and piercing
eyes. Kavanagh asked for Sir Colin Campbell. 'I am
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